as she had come to realise) still believed in the Marshal. 1 want
to work for the Bodies' downfall,5 Mathilde concluded. 1 won't
consider anything too difficult or painful or dangerous. Those
Bodies have to croak and I want to do my part.' Not once in the
course of this outburst had Mathilde raised her voice. But the
violence of her words, the quivering of her thin lips and her waxen
cheeks, the almost unbearable sparkle of her eyes that were habit-
ually suspicious and dull carried more weight with my friend than
cries would ha^ e done. 'You shall work in my circuit distributing
pur sheets,' she sad. 'You will know nothing else and you will
take orders only from me/ I imagine that on hearing the name of
the paper and casting a last glance at the indecent disorder of the
room Mathilde must have waged an obscure struggling against
her conscience. But she accepted. She was entrusted first with a
section of a street, then with the whole street, then with another,
then w'ith a whole district. It was an enormous task that she accom-
plished with method and with flawless attention to detail. She did
riot argue. She always had time for everything. She was never
weary. She would go to the food-lines earlier. She would mend
the clothes and the linen later. This was no one else's concern.
Her husband knew nothing.

"Sometimes when she came in early to her next-door neighbour's
to receive instructions she would find a strange man in the student's
bed. *A fighting comrade,* the latter would say. Mathilde would
proffer an expressionless smile, listen to the orders and leave. She
had grown still thinner, but her face no longer expressed hostility
toward the world* She was especially happy when she had to add
explosh es to the thick bundles of printed sheets. And do you know
how she went about taking these through Paris? She would put
the newspapers and, when occasion required, the cartridges of
dynamite at the bottom of the little carriage that she used for her
last-born, an eighteen-nionth-old baby. Two of her older little
girls would accompany her. They were stuffed with copies of
clandestine literature under their smocks. Who could have sus-
pected this hollow-cheeked, serious-looking woman taking her
undernourished children out for a bit of air?"

Everyone had left the dinner-table and gone into a large drawing-
room. So had we. But I had been quite unaware of it, so completely
bad my table-companion absorbed me in the story of that lean
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